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Aid i ne
April is upon us and the 
whole state is into racing.
The Rollie Dyer Memorial 
10K is the traditional sea-
son opener in the west and 
in just three years the 
Goldsmith's Runners' Classic 
has become the east's tap- 
off event.
Once again this month,
Leke Talbot has submitted 
a manuscript for our read-
ing pleasure. This month's 
installment is on his resent 
trip to Bermuda. He informs 
me that he will be keeping 
his journalistic eye open at 
the Super Joggers Day. We 
may have more good humor to 
read next month.
I onee again urge anyone 
with a passion for writing 
to submit short pieces to 
the magazine. I know that 
many of you can write about 
your experiences on the roads 
and at the races.
This iisdue also introduces 
Myron Whipkey to the general 
running community. Myron has 
been sadly over-looked by the 
media and we wish to change 
this.
There is also an interview 
with Bruce Bickford, who ap-
pears on our cover, the calen-
dar, "at the Races", letters, 
"The Pack", the MR Survey and
Maine Running is published 
monthly in Bangor
Editor: Robert Booker
Rt #2, Box 136
East Holden, Me. 04429
oR u n ning
ih.<z Calfcw'dar
Many traditional races are 
in store from 1 to 15 miles.
Notes from Bermuda
Deke Talbot explores a winter 
paradise.
The UJKTp
Myron Whipkey and other college 
indoor track stars are explored
at ike Races
The Marathon by Phidippides 
and other races were run in 
March. Here's what happened.
Ma-itfe's Olympic Hof
Bruce Bickford is interviewed 
after winning the St. Patrick's 
Day race in Waterville.
Second
Happenings around the world.
M.R. Curved
Get your vote in for /our fav-
orite races.
TKe PacK
How we all faired at the races.
APRIL
CALENDAR
5
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13
20
21
26
27
SECOND ANNUAL BOSTON PRIMER, 1:00 pm, Maranacook 
Community School, Readfield. $2.50. 15 miler 
Awards - Male and Female under 18, 19-29, 50-59,
40-49, 50-59, 60+
Race director Marty Thornton, 18 Mayflower Rd.,
Hallowell, Me. 04547 tel. 625-5682
also... THE FIRST RACE OF UNDISCLOSED DISTANCE 
(under five Miles) Fee: $2.00 
Awards Under 10, 11-12, 15-15, 16-18, 
and as in the 15 miler
ROMA CAFE 5.8 MILE , 9:00 am, 769 Congress St., 
Portland. Preregistration $2.00 - Post $5.00 
550 person limit. Director Wayne Clark tel 
775-0248
LAMEY-WELLEHAN 17th ANNUA1 5 in 1 ROAD RACE, 
Lewiston Rec. Dept., 10:00 am, Lewiston Memorial 
Armory, 65 Central Ave., Lewiston. $.50 for 1 
Mile, $1.00 for 5K, $1.00 for 5K Walk, $1.50 for 
10K race. Send Pre-entries to: Peter Marczak, 
Lewiston Rec. Dept., 65 Central Ave., Lewiston, 
me. 04240
G.P.A.C. 4 Mile, Portland Stadium
Contact Brian Gillespie 772-5617
ST. JOSEPH HOSPITAL SPRING RUN, 11:00 am, 297 
Center St., Bangor. $5.50. 5K road race 
T-shirts to the first 250 entrants 
PORTLAND BOYS’ CLUB 5 MILE, 12:00, 51st edition 
APRIL AMBLE 4MILE Westbrook College
1980 GOLDSMITH'S 14 MILE SPRING CLASSIC
11:00 am, Old Town High School $2.00 entry fee 
commemorative T-shirt $5.00 extra. Contact 
Goldsmith's, Maine Square, Hogan Rd., Bangor, Me
NOTES FROM THE BERMUDA TRIANGLE 
by Deke Talbot
I have always held to the prin-
ciple that I should do my travels 
while I am young and relatively un-
attached. As we grow older we carry 
more luggage around with us, both 
physical and mental, obscuring the 
purity of our experience. One day 
I will carry around my memories 
like so much excess baggage, but 
at least nobody will steal them.
Now is the time to hoard them away.
I do have another reason for 
travel, unrelated to my desire that 
I shall someday have enough stories 
to prevent me from boring my grand-
children with the same ones all the 
time. I travel to race. The foreign 
race brings the best out of me, des-
pite jetlag, seasickness or any other 
perils of travel. I can still get 
excited about a race, despite my 
level of conditioning, when I have 
totally broken from my routine. I 
need only to cite my performance 
record. I have run 10 marathons; 7 
in the U.S., one in Canada, one in 
Greece, and now one in Bermuda. Each 
of these three foreign races is fast-
er than any of the American runs.
After this prelude, I must admit 
that the Bermuda trip was not my idea. 
What sort of an escape would a 3-day 
break provide in the depth of winter? 
The Bermuda trip was Mike Worcester’s 
idea. My frequent training partner in 
the early morning, he had raced well 
at distances up to the half-marathon, 
and was ready to go the distance. Not 
just any marathon would do as a debut. 
I understood; seven years ago only the 
attraction of Boston could incite me 
to try such a race. But I wasn’t plan-
ning to go with Mike. Not yet.
A few days later I called my girl-
friend Geri, working on her graduate 
program at Cornell, and casually men-
tioned the trip. To my surprise, she 
was interested. Yes, she could arrange 
to take the time. She had been in Ber-
muda before, but had not had the oppor-
tunity to go in style. As I hung up the 
phone, I realized that a remote possibility 
had become a certainty. I had better do 
some training, fast.
At first, the training seemed to go 
well. Mike and I went on some good Sun-
day runs of up to 16 miles, and I was 
able to increase my pace in the last 
half of these runs, even against the 
wind. As the time approached, however, I 
became accident-prone. My father’s errant 
swing with a maul, while trying to split 
a butt of wood, struck a glancing blow 
on my shin. By pure grace I did not break 
my leg, and was left ambulatory enough to 
injure myself further. A few days later 
I dropped a stick of wood on my big toe, 
mortally wounding the toenail. In its 
death-throes it became very tender, but 
could not be removed. I could still run, 
so on the Tuesday before my trip I sprawled 
over some frozen ruts on my morning run, 
adding some tatoos to my hand, knee and 
face.
Deciding that these injuries would fill 
my potential excuse book, I decided to lay 
off before I killed myself.
On Thursday, January 24th, Mike and I 
took an easy run on the day before our 
departure. I knew that Geri would be making 
separate flight arrangements, and would 
meet me in Bermuda, but Mike and I would 
travel together. His excitement was infec-
tious. I was looking forward to it as well, 
but my immediate thoughts were more limited 
What shoes will I wear?
It was not a casual question. My packing 
space was limited. My only running in Ber-
muda would be during the race, and I wanted 
to take one pair of running shoes.
I am not a training-shoe racer. No 
one can convince me that the extra 
ounce per shoe is insignificant when 
compared to the 175 pounds I am lugging 
around by my own choice. I also ignore 
the fact that I am always the most 
crippled individual still on his feet 
after a marathon. I want the racer's 
edge, regardless of my level of con-
ditioning, or the level of my post-
race pain. I pulled out my new, super-
light Comp 100 racers, and tried them 
on. Ouch. No Go, my sore toenail 
screamed. There was only one hope left 
for me.
I purchased my Nike Stings in the 
spring of 1977. Nobody keeps a pair of 
running shoes, especially with their 
garish green-orange color combination, 
in active service for nearly 3 years.
I guess, then, that my name must be 
Nobody. These were the shoes that 
carried me from Marathon to Athens in 
my finest marathon, but it was not sen-
timentality which convinced me. The 
suede-leather toes were the thing. I 
could cut the end open and let my sore 
toenail run through the breeze, if 
necessary. These ancient, battleworn 
relics had soles so thin they scarcely 
kept my socks clean, but they alone 
would go with me.
Friday, January 25th:
As I transferred from the commuter 
flight in Logan airport to my Boston- 
to-Bermuda flight, I looked for Mike in 
the crowd at the gate. There wasn’t 
time to pick him out, and I scarcely had 
time to pick up my boarding pass before 
the flight was ready to go. There was no 
opportunity for me to adjust from the 
ho-hum business crowd in the plane I 
had just left to the holidaying group 
in the new flight.
The widebody jet, similar to the one 
which once took me to Greece, helped 
put me in the proper framework. The 
pilot, in his desire to cater to the 11- 
year-olds in his captive audience, reci-
ted facts and figures about the techno-
logical marvel he was flying. He didn’t 
bother to mention that this was the 
showpiece which Lockheed Corporation 
was touting at the same time they were 
begging for a Federal fix to keep from 
turning belly-up. But I enjoy flying 
too much to worry about such things. 
Despite my long flying experience and 
longer legs, I am an incurable window- 
seater.
As we approached Bermuda, we were 
cheered by the news that the temperature 
was 70 degrees there. I only regretted 
that I was wearing my bulkiest clothes, 
a traveling trick to keep my luggage 
down to size. And then we were on the 
ground, and walking out into the open. 
Bright. Green. Windy. Warm. As I walked 
toward the terminal, I met Mike, and was 
relieved to know he hadn’t missed the 
flight.
After going through the customs gates 
we boarded a bus to take us to the hotel 
We swept along narrow, winding roads 
with the vegetation practically coming 
through the windows. After 20 minutes 
we could look down over a steep bank at 
our hotel, a white crescent perched on 
the edge of a turquoise sea.
After I had gotten my room key, col-
lapsed temporarily on the bed, changed 
out of my steamy clothes into my shorts, 
and met Geri, we decided to reconnoiter 
the place. The hotel had outdoor and 
indoor swimming pools and a sand beach 
with palm-frond umbrellas that, Mike 
noted, looked like Portuguese Men-of-War 
but not much else is open. The under-
water observation lounge, advertised in 
the brochures, was closed. The clerk at 
the information desk told us that most 
restaurants were closed then; not that I 
planned to dine out, with all our meals 
at the hotel paid for, but I wondered 
why so many places would be closed at a 
time I would consider to be during the 
high season.
Whatever the case may be, it is 
the high season for runners- The 
hotel was packed. Everyone was 
talking about the 10-kilometer 
race scheduled for the next day; 
its entry list read like a Who’s 
Who of American road racers. The 
hillside was crowded at the moped 
livery by people renting bikes in 
order to travel to see the race. 
The marathon, by comparison, seems 
to be a poor relative.
After dinner we listened to 
George Sheehan as he lectured on 
his pleasant, syncretistic philo-
sophy. The athlete, in his striving 
toward his essence, transcends age 
and other handicaps, physical or 
mental. The handicaps may slow the 
athlete, but fundamentally they do 
not matter. After this uplifting 
sermon, Doc Sheehan gave his rally-
ing cry: "Go a little berserk to-
morrow! "
I wonder at my good fortune in 
having met so many noted runners.
In my 15 years of running I have 
known or run with (if only for a 
moment, in some cases) Frank Shorter, 
Steve Prefontaine, Jack Batcheler, 
Jeff Galloway, Jon Anderson, Len 
Hilton, Joan Benoit, Bill Rodgers,
Hal Higdon, Julie Shea, Walt Stack, 
Lynn Jennnings, plus probably some 
others which, forgive me, I have 
forgotten. I knew that in the next 
two days I would add to that list.
But in truth my experience in rubbing 
shoulders with the giants is not all 
that rare. Where else is it so easy 
to compete with the kings of one’s 
sport?
The only famous non-runner I even 
remember shaking hands with was Howard 
Cosell, when he came to report on the 
1973 Boston Marathon. He had the weak 
handskake of a politician saving his 
real handshake for people who counted 
for him.
Asshole.
Saturday, January 26th:
I had good reason to congratulate 
myself for still being alive at the 
end of the day. No, it was not Mara-
thon day. It was moped day.
I had hoped to see the 10-kilometer 
race at 10 A.M., but I had prepared 
poorly. Having failed to rent out 
mopeds the previous night, Geri and I 
had to trek up to the livery after 
breakfast at 9 A.M., having no idea 
how to operate the things, and no 
idea what direction we would be travel-
ling to see the race.
Waiting in turn to rent the mopeds 
was the longest part. When our turn 
came, the instructions went like this: 
"Turn the throttle away from you to 
slow down, toward you to speed up.
The brake is on the left side. Don’t 
burn your ankle on the exhaust pipe. 
Think left. Don’t look behind you. 
Goodbye."
Thus prepared, Geri and I stuck on 
our helmets and headed off. Driving on 
the left was no problem; we recalled 
that as children we rode our bikes on 
the left side of the road, ignoring 
the safety rules in order to face 
traffic. The catch was that now we 
weren’t facing traffic. Hazard #1 in 
Bermuda is that you will constantly 
look the wrong way for oncoming traffic. 
The traffic circles provide a pleasant 
diversion for those people who have 
become bored with dousing themselves 
with gasoline and setting themselves 
on fire.
We still had no idea where we were 
going. The natives tried to help, but 
they had their own confusing patios. 
When they gave directions, the word 
"right" was not a direction, but rather 
a substitute for "y’know". "You go 
through a give-way, right, and then you 
bear left through the next traffic 
circle, right?"
Eventually we groped our way to the 
National Stadium, which appears to be a 
grandstand set at the edge of a giant 
soccer-field, set in a natural ampi- 
theatre. We were too late; the leaders 
had finished, and the middle-of-the- 
packers were chugging in. We walked 
into the Stadium, and saw the big digi-
tal clock at the finish. I was pleased 
to think that it would be there the next 
day, and I would know immediately how I 
had done. Mike, who had seen the race, 
told us about Bruce Bickford’s second 
place behind Craig Virgin. A little 
regional chauvinism crept in as I 
thought how, for the second time in as 
many years, a Maine runner had Arrived.
Geri and I decided to go into Hamil-
ton for lunch. By now, I was feeling 
pretty confident on the mopeds. I had 
already had my near-disaster when I had 
turned my head sideways and nearly clipped 
into a stone wall bordering the road. Now 
I knew enough to look ahead, so I relaxed.
As Geri and I puttered down Front Street 
in Hamilton, we saw a good spot to park 
the bikes. As I swung into the spot, I 
turned the handle on my bike the wrong way. 
The bike accelerated. I jumped off.
I still think I took the right action.
At that moment, Panic was the driver of the 
bike, and I wasn’t about to grope for the 
brake while waiting to decorate a store-
front window. The bike fell on its side, 
and the back wheel, still in gear and spin-
ning wildly, burned against my shins and 
blackened my trousers. I hopped around in 
anger, while Geri laughed. She reminded 
me that the brake would have disengaged the 
gears. Fine. Logic had its chance before 
I pulled back on the handlebar, and Logic 
blew it. I wasn’t going to listen now.
We went to a drugstore where I bought some 
extra-large bandages to cover my new 
wounds.
Does this race have a Purple Heart trophy?
After lunch we headed back to 
the hotel with no further incident.
I could practically hear my scar 
tissue forming as I soaked and washed 
my trousers in the lavatory.
Geri and I took another walk 
around the grounds, which looked 
nearly abandoned. Passing by the 
tennis courts, we looked in the pro 
shop, but assumed that it was closed 
until the local pro, an incredibly 
tanned specimen, walked in. We asked 
him why everything seemed closed, and 
he said that Bermuda’s high season 
would not begin until mid-February.
No matter that the temperature was 
then 65 degrees, and that the Gulf- 
Stream climate varies little. Every 
place needs its resting-time, when 
its people can withdraw unto them-
selves. Usually the climate provides 
the excuse, but in Bermuda the people 
can only draw a line arbitirarily 
across the calendar, and create their 
own annual cycle.
Geri and I then found a shuffle- 
board court and the necessary weapons, 
for which we have no names. Neither 
did we know the rules, so we made 
some up. A light rain had left some 
pools on the court, and Geri soon 
had the trick of skimming the pieces 
over the pools. We are both intensely 
competitive, and the battle went on 
until dusk; but my hand-eye coordina-
tion is my particular curse, and she 
beat me handily. I tried to pretend 
I had politely let her beat me, but 
to no use. She knows me too well.
Sunday, January 27th;
I can’t admit it to Geri, but I 
hoped she was willing to stand out 
in the drizzle for 3 hours watching 
the race. She had seen me race a 
marathon before, but she was taking 
films with friends at the time. Now 
she was on her own resources, and
she might have thought of other 
things to do. I should have re-
assured her about all the fascina-
ting camp followers she would meet 
at the race. Mike, however, was 
one who really needed the reassur-
ance. After I had told him that he 
didn’t need any breakfast and prob-
ably would not be hungry, he ate 
two pieces of toast for breakfast 
and was worried about that. I tried 
to assure him that the food would 
not sit in his stomach like a cold 
lump. I was trying to talk to myself, 
too, because I had eaten a sweet 
roll and some toast.
I had not gone through my pre-
race ritual. All the cues were missing. 
Usually, I had given myself spartan 
surroundings in order to prepare. Now 
I was in a resort hotel, and I did as 
the Romans do. Beer at dinner, rolls 
for breakfast. Before other races I 
could experiment, but I had always 
tried to show complete respect for a 
marathon. I was approaching this race 
with the attitude that my body would 
do whatever it was prepared to do, and 
no act of mine now would add or detract. 
The doctrine of predestination is not 
so reassuring, though, when one realizes 
the crucial premise that we can gain a 
glimpse of our fate from our worldly 
acts. By that standard I was in trouble.
We boarded the bus for National Sta-
dium. A light drizzle was falling under 
dull skies which blotted out the bright 
colors of the landscape and contributed 
to the fog all the runners were in. Geri 
promised to take some pictures of the 
start. Mike could hardly speak.
We were parted as I left for the 
starting line, a quarter-mile from the 
Stadium. Quietly, bovinely, the runners 
trotted toward the start. There, as the 
crowd began to form and reach critical 
mass, it began to generate energy. The 
runners could talk again. The thunder- 
head grew to a climax. The starting gun. 
A roar.
The first mile went by in 6 minutes 
flat without seeming too fast, so I 
decided to maintain the pace. My body 
was responding well to racing memory.
Before the field spead out, I noticed 
several women. With all the talent here,
I had no illusions about beating them 
all. I was glad, though, about setting 
a good early pace; all that talent was 
behind me, and I would have a chance to 
see them as they passed me later.
I didn’t have to wait long. As I 
drove up a hill four miles out, Grete 
Waitz went powering by on a training run. 
There was no more question of my staying 
with her pace than of taking a skinny- 
dip with Queen Victoria. I hoped a little 
of her power would rub off.
The time was 30:30 at the 5-mile 
checkpoint. I was being pulled along in 
a pack which included a couple of Ber-
mudians , who were being cheered by the 
packs of spectators on the outskirts of 
Hamilton. Soon we were running along the 
North Shore of the island, into the heart 
of the race. Although we were scarcely 
100 yards from the open ocean, I could 
scarcely see it though the vegetation.
This aided my tunnel-vision as I tried to 
concentrate on the race. As my pack began 
to break up, I stuck to one of the Ber-
mudians. The spectators cheer him on, 
calling his name. A local hero, presumably.
Suddenly we broke through the vegeta-
tion and swung sharply around a picturesque 
little harbor. Flatt’s township. More 
groups of spectators, very polite. Some-
body calls my name. I don’t see anyone I 
know. Then I realize the spectators are 
looking through the race program, picking 
out runner’s numbers, and calling their 
names. Shades of Boston. This crowd is 
really nice. I picked up the pace again.
Ten miles. I pass in 61:20. If I 
could keep it up, fine, but I was just 
happy with the times so far. How can I 
do it on the crappy training?
I realized that I might have to 
be happy only with my 10-mile per-
formance.. The axe could fall at any 
moment. There was a road sign ahead. 
CRAWL HILL.
Crawl Hill, fortunately, was an 
overstatement. It was long and wind-
ing, but not steep, and it gave my 
feet some respite from the pounding.
It was too early to know what price 
my legs were paying. My feet alone 
were worthy of concern. So far the 
Stings, my worthy old battle-slippers, 
were holding together.
Halfway. There was a digital clock 
set up, which I passed in 1:21:30.
I felt some energy at my shoulder 
which I was not generating, and in a 
moment Patti Lyons comes driving by.
She is smaller than I had thought.
Why are we mentally tricked into the 
assumption that famous people are all 
physical giants? The truth is that she 
is a physical giant in a very efficient 
package. Her eyes were full of grit and 
determination as she put on a surge to 
break away from the other women. Could 
they be far behind?
The weather was changing fast now.
The clouds lightened, and at about 15 
miles the sun came out, painting every-
thing a dazzling green. Within a few 
minutes the clouds were back and it 
began to rain again. A group of Boston 
runners came by; they had been pacing 
Patti Lyons, but now kept a discreet 
distance to prevent her disqualifica-
tion. The race officials had made a par-
ticular point about keeping the pacing 
bandits out of the race, but since many 
of them had run in the star-studded 10- 
kilometer race, I was glad to see them.
By 17 miles I was running along the 
South Shore as the rain began in earnest. 
The spectators weren't discouraged. I 
heard a comment, ’’He’s not going to 
make it." This was probably meant for 
me, an editorial on my godawful running 
style. I wasn't angry or discouraged; 
given the chance I would have agreed that
I have no clue as to my mode of loco 
motion.
To my right Amby Burfoot strode by.
We exchanged a greeting, and he said 
that I looked good. His expert opinion 
overrides the earlier, gloomy prognosis. 
Amby then applied his own expertise to 
move out of sight. The second woman, 
with an exaggerated pigeon-toed stride, 
ghosts by. Always the old-time, chauvin-
istic racer, I lament that this is the 
first time I have been passed in a race 
by a woman I didn't recognize. I told 
her that Patti Lyons was the only one 
out there for her to catch, as if she 
weren't enough. This woman seemed intent 
on giving Patti a chase. I was alone again
The rain seemed to wash all the color 
from the sea and the trees, so I tried 
to concentrate on the pace. I knew that 
the hard early pace was taking its toll. 
Because of my high pain threshhold, I 
could tell mostly from my slowing pace. 
Fatigue was working its magic, like a
general anaesthetic, 
woke up a little as 
Street in Hamilton,
, At 21 miles, I 
I ran down Front 
listening to the radio 
reports as the winner, five miles away,
charged into National Stadium. More 
memories of Boston. I remembered listening 
to the radio reports of Jon Anderson's 
victory in 1973 as I slogged up Heartbreak 
Hill.
On the hills outside of Hamilton, two 
more women pass me, but I was able to 
keep them in sight. 23 miles of hard 
running had allowed me to shed my outer 
layer of civilization; I could frankly 
admit to myself how pleasing was the 
sight of healthy women's fannies.
I remembered from the course descrip-
tion that we would run down Frog Lane 
before entering the Stadium. Such a 
pleasing little name for the street at 
the end of the race. Okay, Frog Lane, 
come and meet me. Will I be able to swim 
to the finish line? Put on a frog kick?
The women have disappeared. Shit. I looked 
at the road, seeing my reflection as I
defied gravity above the infinite gray-
ness. At 25 miles, the time-board read 
2:43. One more mile; one more mile, and 
my Stings could retire in honor. I ran 
through a ravine where the road is cut 
through the living rock. Up a gradual 
incline, and at the top, I recognized 
that I was on Frog Lane. I swam down-
hill to the sharp turn leading into 
the Stadium. Once on the forgiving grass,
I actually put on a finishing drive. The 
clock was up ahead...2:50:48...2:50:49... 
2:50:50 as I passed underneath. The chute, 
a wool blanket, and I hobbled into the 
medical tent to get out of the rain. I 
had to wave off the paramedics, who 
wonder at my crippling about.
mini-summer was a delight.
Since I have mentioned the subject 
does anyone know if the Bali track- 
and-field committee has scheduled a 
marathon to be run on the beaches?
In February?
FINISH
Yes, my lovely Stings, you can rest 
now. I promise.
EPILOGUE
With a mere 5. ballots cast, 
so far, the Camden 10K is 
leading the MR Survey.
Mail your ballot today!
Geri was waiting at the finish. As I 
had suspected, she had more than occupied 
the time. At the start of the race, she 
had given some advice to a TV crew trying 
desperately to set up some equipment. 
Pressed into service, she was able to put 
her expertise in video cameras to good 
use, and her work would be on Hamilton 
television that night.
MR Survey 
25 Hammond St, 
Bangor, Me. 04401
Don’t let your favorite 
race be left out!
I stayed down by the finish line long 
enough to see Johnny Kelley finish, in a 
fine 3:29. I then hobbled up the hillside 
to the parking lot, and missed seeing Mike 
finish two minutes later; I was worried 
that he might not have finished, but my 
fears were dispelled the moment I saw him. 
He had run carefully and within himself, 
and felt that he had something left. That 
was a good sign. After my first marathon, 
at Boston, I waited for two years before I 
had the courage to run another. Mike would 
not have to wait that long.
After Mike, Geri and I had our post-race 
catharsis at a local pub that evening, as 
we stumbled back toward the hotel in a warm, 
windy rain, I wondered if I would come back 
to Bermuda. I really cannot say. I still 
hunger for new experiences, new places when 
I travel. I cannot deny, however, that this
1. Camden 10K 5
2. Goldsmith’s It
3. Tour du Lac It
h. Cranberry 4.8 3
5- Kingfield 10K 3
6. Red Cross 10M 3
7. Bar Harbor 13. 1 2
8. Paul Bunyan 2
9. Grand/Wiley 2
10. Damriscotta 2
11. Athletic Attic 2
12. Cape Turkey Trot 1
13. Mad Witch 1
14. Casco Bay 1
15- Waterville 13. 1 1
16. Mainely Ladies 1
17. Blue Hill 10K 1
18. Maine Nat’l 5M 1
19. Bowdoin 1
20. Rollie Dyer 1
21. Great Pumpkin 1
22. James Bailey X--country
23. Muddy Rudder 1
2k. Maineiacs Marathon 1
MYRON WHIPKEY
QUIET BLACK BEAR 
MIDDLE DISTANCE 
KING
by Ed Crockett
Most university 
sports fans, are 
familiar with the 
accomplishments of 
the basketball and 
hockey stars, but 
how many have heard 
of Yankee Conference 
and New England 800 
meter champion My-
ron Whipkey? The 
New England victory 
made Whipkey the 
first UMO trackman 
to win a New England 
indoor crown. In the 
process, he establish-
ed a N.E. record of 
1:51, clipping 2.4 
seconds off the former 
mark held by Bill Tyler 
of Bates College.
Whipkey, a four-year var-
sity standout from Washburn,
Me., owns university records 
in the 880 and 1000 yd. runs 
and is joint holder of the 
school’s two-mile relay re-
cord. Whipkey completed his 
memorable indoor track career 
at Joe Louis Arena in Detroit, 
Michigan, the site of the 1980 
NCAA Indoor Track Championships.
The Whipkey family lived in 
Ohio and then in Old Town for 
a year before settling in Wash-
burn, which is less than ten 
miles west of Presque Isle.
With the encouragement of his 
parents, Whipkey began running 
his freshman year at Washburn 
District High School.
The WM
While there, Whipkey was 
Aroostook County Champion in 
the 440 his sophomore year, 
the 880 and mile his junior 
year, and in X-country his 
senior year. He became the 
first Maine high school run-
ner to break two state records 
in the same meet, when he cap-
tured the 880 in 1:59 and the 
mile in 4:28 at the State Class 
C Championships his junior year.
Whipkey was a sprinter as a 
frosh at Washburn and didn't 
run middle-distance until his 
coach Waldron Babbidge suggest-
ed it a year later. "Myron was 
an exceptionally hard worker 
with much natural ability and 
tremendous potential." said 
Babbidge. Babbidge, who was 
an outstanding miler at Oregon 
University in the late 1950's, 
credits Whipkey for revitaliz-
ing his interest in distance 
running. "Myron didn't like 
distance running, so I usually 
ddd the long runs with him to 
keep him interested,” remarked 
Babbidge.
Whipkey was a member of the 
National Honor Society and also 
a participant in varsity bas-
ketball and volleyball at Wash-
burn.
During his senior year, Whip- 
key was contacted by U Conn., 
Brandeis, and Keene State as 
well as Maine. After visiting 
these campuses, he decided on 
UMO because he liked the en-
vironment better. "If I was 
interested in just athletics,
I would have gone to Keene St. 
on a full scholarship instead 
of enrolling at Maine where no 
scholarships are available.
I’d rather gain recognition 
from academics than athletics 
because that’s what I came to 
college for.’’ said the low- 
keyed Whipkey.
Whipkey was initially a miler 
at Maine, an.event he competed 
in his freshman and sophomore 
years. "Little by little," 
commented UMO head coach Ed 
Styrna, "I convinced him to 
run the Half-mile, the race 
in which he excels. Myron’s 
rise to the national level did 
not come over night. He is an 
extremely dedicated runner who 
has improved gradually over the 
past four years through his 
year-round training. ’’
Last summer Whipkey worked 
for his father, who is also a 
fine runner, at an electric 
company near his home. Every 
morning before going to work, 
he ran five miles at an easy 
pace, then after completing 
work Whipkey would do some 
long slow distance (LSD) on 
the roads. "Most half-milers 
dont do LSD training, but may-
be they’ll change using me as 
an example. The extra train-
ing definitely made the dif-
ference for me," noted Whipkey.
Whipkey will run track this 
spring and is also eligible 
for X-country next season. 
Whipkey, a dean's list student 
in microbiology, will graduate 
in May and plans to attend 
graduate school here in the 
fall.
Reprinted from the Maine Campus
The collegiate indoor 2 mile 
scene has been well represent-
ed by Maine natives this year. 
At the New England Champion-
ships in Boston on March 1, 
the top fifteen in New England 
included these four. Far left, 
Pat Bickford of Benton, center 
Gerry Clapper of Bucksport and 
second from right Bill Pike of 
Calais.
IL (BOoir
Mar. 1, 1980
Dear Bob, Bruce and Skip,
I heard that the first issue of your publication was already on its 
way. Best of luck with it. I would greatly appreciate it if you might 
relay the following message in your next issue if there is room. It is 
the only way I can get to my former subscribers.
Hope you had a good turnout for the marathon on Saturday.
Best regards,A
Rick Krause
■ FROM
TALBOT & TALBOT
Dear Bob:
I hope that this will be 
suitable for the April issue.
Please note the use of the term 
"Asshole" at the bottom of the 
third page of the article. I 
would contend that there is no 
possible substitute for it in 
this context, and excision of the 
word would amount to utter emascula-
tion of the piece. I will not prevent 
its removal if absolutely necessary, 
but keep in mind that disgruntled 
contributing editors are not the 
best kind to have.
I am planning to run in the Calais 
to Eastport Super Joggers race, if 
you want a piece on it (shorter than 
this one)...
Dear Bob,
It’s good to see M.R. back in cir 
culation - I’m looking forward to 
the next issue.
I want to thank you for talking 
me into running my first marathon, 
it was great!
I feel that the Phidippides 
Marathon was well organized and 
the aid stations well spaced (so 
what if most of the water froze 
in my beard).
I also want to offer special 
thanks to Dan Rankin of Boothbay 
for his help and companionship in 
the first 20 miles of the race.
The last 10K came easy, and _I 
finished my first marathon.
Sincerely,
Vance P. Brown
a *
Dear Maine Runner Subscribers
I hope that the past winter served its purpose well in regard to 
your running, whether you used it as a break and refreshing period or a 
time to log many base miles. We have a new decade of running ahead of us 
now and the outcome has to be optomistic based on the results of the 70’s. 
If there is one thing that we have to look forward to, it is good health. 
We are among the most highly conditioned athletes in the world.
Among the developments over recent months has been this new publi-
cation which I hope will carry my message. You may have already received 
a sample issue. I made my Maine Runner subscription list available at no 
cost to Phidippides simply because I felt I owed it to you runners to see 
that you continue to receive the latest Maine running news.
I will be unable to provide this information, in the form of a race 
schedule as I had promised because it is beyond my economic means, 
but even if I could, I think that one reliable source of Maine road racing 
information is the best answer. This simplifies matters because if means 
that race directors and runners have just one source to contact in 
relaying messages within the sport. As long as the job is done to 
satisfaction, then I feel there is no reason to be anxious about anything.
Maine Runner , aside from the great personal enjoyment of the endeavor, 
left a very sizable financial void in my personal life which will take 
several years to remedy. Fortunately, I have found a job which I enjoy 
and this has been a great emotional boost. Yet, I still do not have the 
means of producing a regular race schedule, and because of this new 
publication I’d prefer not to interfere.
For those subscribers who have asked to receive a refund, this will 
be coming but certainly not in the near future because I have no choice 
in the matter.
I have thoroughly enjoyed running for many years and it has become 
engrained into my life as an essential part of the daily routine.
Whether the competitive side of the sport will always attract me, I 
don’t know, but I have little doubt that I will run indefinitely.
Having once been a physical educator, physical fitness has always been 
the core around which all my running interests focused, so even with 
that bare element left, I will continue.
I carry a great deal of guilt at not being able to fulfill the promise 
of a regular schedule mailing, but I hope you will accept my inability, 
financially, to follow this plan through,and allow me to gradually pull 
myself to the surface once again without added pressures and expectations.
Best of luck to this new publication and to those who read it and 
pursue the sport.
Rick Krause
25 Hammond Street 
Bangor, Maine 04401 
(207) 942-3627
ANNOUNCING THE 
LATEST RUNNERS WATCHES
100% SOLID ST A TE MICROELECTRONIC CHRONOGRAPHS 
ALL A VAILABLE FOR IMMEDIA TE DELIVER Y
HOT NEW PRODUCT! 
B.
NEW CASIO F-80 
TIMEPIECE ALARM 
CHRONOGRAPH
at the Races
THE MARATHON BY PHIDIPPIDES 
Bangor March 1 47 of 60
After a completely open 
and fairly warm winter, March 
1 opened cold and raw. By 
race time, the temperature 
had risen to 10 degrees but 
a fierce 30 MPH wind was 
howling out of the south-
west.
60 hardy souls took off 
into the teeth of this wind 
and 47 finished.
One bright point was that 
the wind aided the runners 
during the most open segment 
of the race. For three miles 
along route 202 the wind blew 
at the runners back.
Don Winant won his second 
marathon and beamed, "I'm 
not a swimmer who also runs 
any more. I’m a runner!”
Don Winant 2:41.49, 2. Lloyd 
Ferriss 2:45.22, 3. Chuck Huss 
2:45.42, 4. 0 J Logue 2:45.48, 
5. Ken Remsen 2:50.14
Women: Jane Cyr 3:18.52, 2. 
Cindy Wiedman 3:45.44, 3. 
Joanie Rhoda 3:58.52.
MAINE STATE AAU INDOOR TRACK 
Orono March 7
The Maine State AAU meet was 
held for the first time in many 
years at the University of Maine’ 
indoor track March 7th. Over 
100 people from as far north as 
Madawaska and as far south as 
Portland braved the early after-
noon storm and traveled to Orono 
to run on 238 yards of fast, 
tartan. No team-scores were 
kept as there were no team 
trophies, only individual 
events were recognized. The 
first three places received 
official state AAU medals.
Jake Ward, the clerk of course, 
made sure everyone got to their 
event on time and the evening 
went very smoothly.
The meet was highlighted by 
triple victories by Kevin Dyer 
and Andy Palmer’s first ever 
attempt at an indoor 2 mile in 
spikes. Andy got off to a slow 
and shakey start in his brand- 
new spikes, but soon took the 
lead for keeps after several 
laps.
submitted by Kevin Dyer
ROLAND DYER MEMORIAL 10K
Portland March 15
Brad Page, U.S. Naval Academy 
plebe, was in command from the 
outset as he defied the Ides of 
March admonition, 114 rivals and 
the breeziest of 11 Roland Dyer 
Memorial 10,000 meter road races 
at Riverside's Industrial Park 
here Saturday.
reprinted from Portland's 
Maine Sunday Telegram
NATURAL LITE 3 MILE RUN
Portland March 16
Led by Larry Greer, Maine Track 
Club runners swept the top 5 places. 
Greer hit the mile in 4:40 on the 
fast city course and won handily 
on a nice sunny day.
All runners received a T-shirt 
and 40 trophies were given out 
by National Distributors Inc.
from Brian Gillespie
ST. PATRICK'S DAY 10,000 METER 
Waterville March 16
Bruce Bickford outdistanced a 
field of 123 runners on a cool 
and moderately windy day in the 
excellent time of 20:01. He was 
followed closely by a much improved 
Andy Palmer in 29:12. The team 
prize was to the Central Maine 
Striders, men and women.
from Fred Judkins
Bruce Bickford left his native 
state of Maine four years age.
He left behind a distinguished 
athletic career at Lawrence 
High School. Without the 
weekly headlines in Maine 
newspapers of his running 
triumphs, Bruce’s name got 
lost. At his new home in 
Boston, Bruce continued to 
run faster and faster. Many 
runners in his home state 
weren't aware of his Olympic 
aspirations. Bruce had four 
fine years of cross-country 
at Northeastern University, 
but really excelled on the 
track. Bruce became one of 
America's best at the dif-
ficult 3,000 meter steeple-
chase.
While we were in Falmouth 
to run the Falmouth Perrier 
Road Race last year, Bruce 
jumped on me with both feet!
"Why don't people invite me 
to race in Maine?"
We discussed it for an hour, 
but in the eh,d Bruce was 
right. He had paid his dues; 
he was as good, if not better 
than anyone we had invited; 
he was Maine's best runner-; 
he was the first person I 
talked with for my 1980 Cam-
den 10,000 meter. I talked 
with Bruce after his Water-
ville victory last Sunday.
MR: Nice run today Bruce!
BB: Thanks, I felt good.
The course was a little 
confusing. The police 
car I followed was lost!
MR: 29:01 is a good 10K.
BB: They wheel measured the
course, but maybe we 
didn't do it right. Yah, 
nice time.
MR: Bruce, in order that we
let people know where 
youv'e been can we talk
about your college cross-
country career?
BB: I had a good season at
Northeastern as a fresh- 
nan. I was 7th in the 
IC4A's at year end. I 
went to the NCAA and 
came in 165th. It was 
my first shot at big- 
time national racing and 
boy was there some talent 
there.
MR: That would be expected as
a freshman, what happened 
next year?
BB: The whole season was great!
This time I ended up 4th 
in the IC4A's. I went to 
the NCAA's older, stronger, 
and wiser. This time I 
was 14th, and made All 
American. I was the young-
est runner in the top 20.
MR: In your junior year, you
had a few problems didn't 
you?
BB: I had a back injury which
cost me over a month. A 
29th at the NCAA's was a 
good finish to a season 
with little training.
MR: How about last year?
BB: I was 75th last year. The
large number of foreign 
students and other world 
class runners made it quite 
a race.
Ma: So much for cross country.
Do you still have that 
crazy love affair with 
the steeple?
BB: Yes I,do. That's the race 
I'll run at the trials. 
Competition looks good.
Doug Brown is coming back 
strong, as is Henry March 
after mono. Then there's
Gregg Meyer.
MR: Do you know what you
want to do at the 
trials?
BB: Yes, my coach, Bob Sevene, 
and I are thinking 
about a :22 (8:22).
Brown's the only 
American to run under 
8:20 so we think 8:22 
will make it.
MR: You just ran a new
American record for 
three miles, have you 
given the 5,000 meters 
any thought?
BB: No, not really. The 
steeple is where I'll 
be.
MR: Tell us about the record.
BB: Sev and I had discussed
the race established 
splits, etc., looking for 
a 13:11. I went out with 
the group within striking 
distance, but towards the 
back. People went by me 
like crazy, but I just 
stayed at my pace. In 
the latter part of the 
race I was picking off 
a few and felt good.
With about three quarters 
of a mile to go I was 
with Coghlan and Staynings. 
I ran with them and then 
they shifted gears. I 
stayed as close as I 
could to finish third in 
13:06.07 to break Tracy 
Smith's record. Their 
kicks were better than 
mine, but not much!
MR: Tell us about your second
place finish in the Ber-
muda 10K.
BB: Toufh race. I went out
with Herb Lindsey, Jon 
Sinclair, and Mark Ander-
son. We pushed the pace 
early, Virgin wasn't even 
in sight. At about the 
four mile mark he had 
caught us. We ran to-
gether for about a half 
mile, then he pushed on.
I was very pleased with 
my performance. This was 
one of the finest fields 
for the 10K distance I've 
ever seen. When you lose 
to Virgin but beat Lindsey, 
Sinclair, Anderson, Perkins, 
and B.J. youv'e run very 
well!
MR: Are you looking ahead to
more road racing?
BB: Yes, I'm going to run the
Dogwood in Kentucky. I 
prefer now to race 10 
miles and under on the 
roads.
MR: Bruce, when will you move
up and run a marathon.
BB: Maybe in the fall, Casco 
Bay might be my first.
MR: How's your training schedule
BB: Good now. I'm doing bet-
ween 90 and a 100 miles a 
week w.th one day on the 
track for speed. After May 
1st I'll do two days on the 
track.
MR: We all know about distance,
can you tell us what you do 
on the track.
BB: Usually mile reps. I did
six reps with a two minute 
jog the other day. I did 
them at about 4:30 average. 
Gregg Meyer was with me, boy
he can make you work hard. 
How long is this going to 
take?
MR: What?
BB: I haven’t been home for a
long time and my family's 
waiting.
MR: Sorry, guess I got carried
away. Have a nice stay, 
see you in Camden.
by Bruce Booker
SECOND WIND
A crazy group of CMS runners 
drove for over 38 hours round-
trip to Virginia Beach to run 
in the Shamrock Marathon on 
March 15th.
Under sunny skies and 60 
degree warmth Gary Quimby 
turned in a PR of 2:45 while 
his brother Ray ran his best 
in 2:57. Bob Booker slowed 
to a 3:02.41 while Larry 
Allen poured it on in the 
second half to finish in 
3:06. He went out at a 
moderate pace with Mark 
Violette, who finished his 
first marathon in 3:38.
Maine will hold her third major 
marathon on May 25, 1980 when 
the NIKE-MAINE COAST MARATHON 
gets under way from the Kenne-
bunk High School gym. The 
point to point affair runs to 
Biddeford starting at 9:00 am 
and will cost $4.00. The field 
will be limited to the first 
500 and pre-registration ends 
May 15th. There will be T- 
shirts and certificates for 
all finishers, numerous division-
al awards and the Governor's Cup 
will be awarded the male and fe-
male race winners.
TROPHIES - FLAGS - AWARDS - PLAQUES 
CARVED WOOD SIGNS 
ENGRAVING
TROPHY WORLD
34 CENTRAL ST. 
BANGOR. MAINE 04401
BRENDA A GLADU 
TEL: (207) 945-5032
There will be a pre-race clinic 
held Saturday, May 24th from 
7-9 pm. The location to be 
given later. The race organ-
izers will be serving Maine 
clam chowder after the race.
Send a SASE to:
NIKE - MAINE COAST MARATHON
PO Box 726
Saco, Maine 04072
Cape Elizabeth's Joan Benoit 
came in 26th in the Women's 
World Championship Cross Country 
Meet in Paris, Erance. She 
was the fifth American finisher, 
buy Maine Running Magazine at...
Olympia S} rts, Maine Mall, So. 
Portland
James Bailey in Portland 
Athletic Attic, Bangor Mall
MAINE RUNNING SURVEY
What are the best races in Maine? What criteria can a 
racer use in judging the virtues of a particular race? Should 
we be more concerned with fringe benefits or safety?
In this, the second issue of Maine Running, we offer an 
opportunity for the reader to voice his opinion. What races 
have you enjoyed the most? Do you like the ones with big fields, 
big names, and big prizes? or the small, low key race in a rural 
surrounding?
This is your chance to be heard. The results of this survey 
may help you select the races you choose to run this year.
Write down the names of the ten races you liked most in Maine 
last year and mail the survey to s
Maine Running Survey 
25 Hammond St.
Bangor, Maine 04401
1.
2.
3. ___________________________________
4. ________ ________ _______________________________
5. ______ _ _______________________________________
6. ___________________________________
7. ________________________________________________
8.
9.____________________________________________
10.
Name______________________________________
Address __________________  __________________
If you prefer, tfome into Phidippides in Bangor and drop your 
survey off in person.
THE MARATHON BY PHIDIPPIDES 
Bangor, Me. March 1, 1980
'THE PACK
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6. 
7.
9.
10. 
11. 
12.
13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20. 
21. 
22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
Don Winant 2:41.49 
Lloyd Ferriss 2:45.22 
Chuck Huss 2:45.42 
0 J Logue 2:45.48 
Ken Remsen 2:50.14 
Gary Quimby 2:53.09 
Jesse Leeman 2:57.02 
Sam Hamilton 2:57.02 
Deke Talbot 2:59.15 
Steve Giles 2:59.46 
Lawson Noyes 3:01.38 
Ray Quimby 3:03.45 
Frank Roberts 3:04.29 
Steve Powers 3:08.20 
Ray Cormier 3:08.30 
Amos Woodward 3:09.51 
John Moncure 3:10.25 
Philip Soule 3:11.21 
John Pozniak 3:12.22 
Bill Leschey 3:12.35 
Sam Butcher 3:12.50 
Richard Harper 3:16.40 
Jane Cyr 3:18.52 
John Field 3:26.38 
Kevin White 3:27.47 
Vance Brown 3:29.38 
Fred Putnam 3:33.42 
Bill Beardsley 3:33.43 
Mark O'Flynn 3:35.04 
Bernard Livingston 35.31 
Bernie Baker 3:35.39 
Dan Rankin 3:35.58 
Bill Mayes 3:36.25 
Art Seeking3:36.36 
Doug Moreshead 3:37.48
36. Bob Jolicoeur 3:38.12
37. Julius Marzul 3:38.25
38. Eddie Brissette 3:41.11
39. Robert Nicholson 3:44.11
40. Herb Joliat 3:44.38
41. Cindy Wiedman 3:45.44
42. Joanie Rhoda ’3:58.52
43. Dave Silverbrand 4:04.35
44. William Bowen 4:06.02
45. Michael Wheeler 4:23.45
46. Gordon Halpern 4:27.49
47. Kevin Blomquist 4:33.36
MAINE STATE AAU INDOOR TRACK 
Orono, Me. March 7, 80
60 yd High Hurdles 
Bruce Stearns 7.8 
Rowe
Seekins
60 Yd Dash
Kenneth Grondin 6.6
Burrill
LaPointe
Mile Walk
Eric Ellis 8:58.8
Bouchard
Goulette
Mile
Bruce Freme 4:19 
Andy Palmer 
Jon Howland
300
Kevin Dyer 31.9
Harrison
Paul Elkin
1000
Brad Brown 2:17.6
Bonsey
Mitchell
600
Kevin Dyer 
John Condon 
A. Peddie 
2 Mile
Andy Palmer 
Ingersoll 
C. Peddie 
35 Lb Wt 
Dan Spears 
Swan 
Eames 
Shot Pt
Pete Serunian 
LeClair 
Whitney 
Long Jump 
Bill Nason 
Poirier 
T. Manser 
Triple Jump 
Kevin Dyer 
Nason 
Chase 
High Jump
Brian Donovan 
Andrews 
J. Manzer 
Pole Vault
Harley Knowles
Seekins
Halliday
Jr. Masters Mile 
Jerry Crommett 
Kein
Steve Norton
Masters Mile 
Conrad Walton 
Dennis Morrill
1:14
9:13.7
47’1"
44'10 3/4"
20'7"
43'2|"
6'3"
12'6"
4:50.3
4:51
9.8
.6
5:57.3
60 Yd Hurdles 
Sue Childers 
Rystrand 
Raley
60 Yd Dash 
Kay Dineen 
Cain
Sue Childers
Mile
Barbara Cooper 
Zavotsky 
Patty Clapper
300
Stacia Cain 39.9 
M. Clapper
P. Clapper tied Bouchard 
1000
Eleanor Campbell 2:49.5
Raedie
Heslam
600
Kay Dineen 1:35.2
Tuttle
Heslam
2 Mile
Karen Sandergeld 12:43.3 
Mary Clapper
Shot Put
Barbara Lukas 39'2 3/4" 
Cook
Sue Childers 
Long Jump
Sue Childers 15'4i"
Rystrand
Raley
High Jump
Joline Bouchard 4'6"
ROLAND DYER MEMORIAL 10K 
Portland, Me. March 15, 80
1. Brad Paige 33 51
2. Ra^Lph Thomas 34 16
3. Phil Page 34 25
4. Dennis Smith 35 14
5. Ken Botting 35 16
6. Brian Flanders Jr. 35 35
7. Mickey Lackey 35 43
8. Jim Babb 35 57
9. Sean Keough 35 58
10. Bob Shaw 36 08
11. Dave Carlson 36 26
12. Dick McFaul 37 03
13. Bob Coughlin 37 16
14. Darren Billings 37 23
15. Harvey Rohle 37 34
16. Jim Kein 37 45
17. Bob Smyth 37 52
18. Bob Hunt 38 01
19. John Beatty 38 04
20. Kyle Rankin 38 07
21. Larry Pelton 38 14
22. Victor Stacey 38 25
23. Phil Soule 38 41
24. David DeLois 38 49
25. Dale Dorr 39 09
26. George Liming
27. Max Werner
28. Peter Bastow
29. Arnpld Frechette
30. Don Sanborn
31. Mike Daly
32. Corby Griffon
33. Gary Grady
34. Paul LaChance
35. Thomas Bradley
36. Pete Galle
37. John Beverly
38. Tom Peterson
39. Norm Lewis
40. Bill Leschey
41. Brian Flanders Sr.
42. Ken Houle
43. Glen Poland
44. Bob French
45. B’ll Rixon
46. Les Berry
47. Joel Patingre
48. Virginia Connors
49. Doug Moreshead
50. Chris Dinan
51. Dan Rankin
52. Paul Conley
53. Kent MacDonald
54. Mike Guidi
55. Herb Strom
56. Peter Holloway
57. Peter Gagnon
58. Doug Moody
59. Charlie McDonald
60. Jeff Marshall
61. Steve Rainsford
62. Miguel Muniz
63. Joe Dargon
64. Erich Reed
65. Scott Nicholson
66. Charlie Gordon
67. Frank Scalia
68. Bob Brown
69. Harold Devou
70. Bob Milliken
71. Jim Arbuckle
72. Craig Dietrich
73. Paul Dostie
74. Margaret Clapper
75. Faye Gagnon
76. Barb Coughlin
77. Kelly Haskins
78. Dennis Qurion
79. Sheila Colby
80. Denton Bumgardner
39:14
39:21
39:31
39:40
39:47
39:54
39:59
40:04
40:21
40:22
40:23
40:29
40:33
40:37
40:47
9
40:58
41:01
41:11
41:13
41:19
41:22
41:24
41:25
41:27
41:32
41:39
41:40
41:42
41:43
41:46
41:54
41:56
42:23
42:43
42:49
42:52
42:59
43:06
43:07
43:10
43:13
43:23
43:33
43:35
43:35
44:00
44:07
45:19
45:24
45:25
45:26
45:30
45:44
45:52
81. Wendy Sayres
82. Dennis Morrill
83. James Chase
84. Nancy Dorr
85. Katrina Leschey
86. Joe Isgro
87. Newton Towle
88. Tom DeLois
89. Brian LaSalle
90. Harry Trask
91. Rick Strout
92. Kristina Gordon
93. Will Leschey
94. Ray Hruby
95. Chad Gagnon
96. Jim Carroll
97. Ed Sullivan
98. H C Hothem
99. Jean Connors
100. Cush Hayward
101. Joyce CcoK 
lOC.Llcyd Cook
103. Marion Leschey
104. Dan Hemphill
105. George Patingre
106. Mike Sadosky
107. Patty Monihan
108. Ellen Spring 
109.Sally Paterson
BUY MAINE RUNNING AT...
46
46
46
46
47 
47
47
48 
48 
48 
48
48
49
50
50
51 
51
51
52 
52
r- O
52
53
53
54
55
56 
56 
58
14
15 
38
51 
03 
15 
55 
19 
25 
44
52
54
46
13 
58 
27 
33 
40 
11 
27
30
31 
10
47
55
14 
19 
19 
23
THE NO. 1 NAME IN MAINE BEHIND ATHLETICS
GOLDSMITH'S
SPORTING GOODS—SINCE 190 7
MAINE SQUARE MT <3*3 HOGAN ROAD
MAINE
SPORT
Public Landing, Camden, Maine 04843
Stuart G Smith 
Marianne W Smith <?07>?36-&797
25 Hammond Street • Bangor, Maine 04401
SHAMROCK SPECTAL ROAD RACE 
4.155 mi-
Saco, Maine March 16, 1980
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
1. JOHN GARDNER MSRC 21:25
2. TOM DOWLING BAA 21:50
3- DAVID LORANGER MSRC 22:54
4. RICHARD GARCIA MTC 22:58
5- KEN BOTTING MSRC 22:41
6. GLENN WORKS 22:54
7- RUSSEL PICKERING 25:11
8. BILL MEGGISON 24:04
9- MARTY CARDOZA 24:11
10. iOM EMERY 24:22
11. PAUL SMALL 24:50
12. BRIAN BETTANY 24:52
15'. MICHAEL PICKERING 24:58
14. DON PROVOST 24:46
15- LEE JUNEAU 24:48
16. THOMAS BURNS 25:05
17- BOB PROVOST 25:10
18. MIKE GENDRON 25:12
19- MARC BOURASSA 25:16
20. MARCIA DOWLING 25:17
21. JIM DUNN 25:26
22. ARNOLD FRECHETTE 25:57
25. MICHAEL LACROIX 25:54
24- RON POULIN IT 26:05
25. JOEL CROTEAU 26:04
26. PETER ORTHMANN 26:17
27. KEN LETOURNEAU 26: 27
28. KOBERT INGEROWSKI 26:57
29. MICHAEL DUNNING 26:41
50. PETER FLAHERTY 26:44
51. HENRY wOISTAT 26:45
52. WALLY MCDONALD 26:54
55- JOHN PERREAULT 27:04
54. PETE YARBOROUGH 27:09
55. GEORGE LINIJIE 27:09
NORMAND BRUNELLE 27:09
56. ROBERT COLE 27:19
57. PAUL VINSEL 27:37
58.. DAVE DYER 27:51
59- CHRIS O’NEIL 27:59
40.. JACK WHITE 28:00
MARK BERNIER 28:00
41. DENNIS FORTIN 28:05
42. KENT MACDONALD 28:09
45. DON MACOMBER 28:25
44. PATTIE THAYER 28:54
45. KEVIN VIGNEAULT 28:47
GARY VIGNEAULT 28:47
46. MICHAEL REALI 29:02
47. JOE COPPULIND 29:21
48.. NORmAN GOBIEL 29:25
49. CARL TROTTIER 29:26
50.. DOUG ALBERTSON 29:41
51. ROBERT LITTLEFIELD 29:46
52. FRED MADDEN 50:11
55. ANDREW ROSER 50:11
54 - KENNETH ROSER 50:11
55. JIM SCAGNELLI 50:16
56. ROBERT COUTURE 50:19
57. JULIE MCFARLAND 50:19
58. ROGER PEPPER 50:46
59. DONALD MCDADE 51:16
60. ADELE HUTCHINS 51:17
61. riARK LAMARRE 51:22
62. FRANK MORSE 51:28
65- ROGER GOBIEL 51:48
64. CHRIS GORDON 51:49
65. A.M. HOUGHTON 51:53
66.. ART WILLIAMS 52:19
67- RICHARD ROBERGE 52:21
68. TRACEY YUTTLE 52:22
69. Stoddard  chaplin  52:22
70. BILL DESJARDINS 52:25
71. NO NAME 52:54
72. DENNIS MORRILL 52:42
73. ROBYN PRIDE 32:46
74. ANTHONY GORDON 32:47
75. RICHARD REMY 33:11
76. MARY RIDDLE 33:16
77. MARGARET MAY 33:52
78.. JULIE MILLARD 33:53
79. vHRIS DUNN 33:54
80.. MARGUERITE COMERFORD 34:05
* * * * * *
*
*
*
*
*
A
**
81. JON MAY 34:10
82.. LYNDA PROVOST 34:1*7
83. HOWARD JACKSON 34:17
84. GLENN ORTHMANN 34:22
85. - MICHa EL GAHN 34:40
86.. JOE HADPARIS 34:52
87. DAVID GALLI 34:54
88. RAY LORANGER 35:07
89. JAYNE FLAHERTY 35:22
90. TOM DONAHUE 35:26
91. ALVA LIGHTEODY 35:41
92. TIM CHASE 35:42
95- SUE YANDELL 36:03
94- JEANNE BERTKIAUME 36:10
95- ALAN MILLIKEN 36:17
96.. LIZ DUNKERLEY 36:30
«#♦************* *»**A*AA****MiM inrirfr-yrTrTrirn'» iririririrw w a W M a AAA AA#** AAA AAAAA AA<«
97. MURIEL PEPPER 36:30
98. ROBERT MCLEAN 37:21
99. VALINDA HANNA 37:24
100. TED CUNNINGHAM 37:35
101. MARY SOUZA 37:41
102. PETER DICHARD 37:46
103. WENDY PROVOST 37:49
104. DAVE MORNEAU 38:03
105- PATRICIA uAiiN 38:18
106- NAxHAN PROVOST 38:20
107- ROBERT La RRIVIEKKx . 58:45
108. GARY TUTTLE 39:57
109. JmY DUNN 4O:3u
110. RED QENjs ST 41:02
I'll.PRESTON POWELL 41:09
112.JAYLENE bUMMEIS 42:19
*
*
*
*
*
*
SOUTHERN MAINE CLASSIC
Sponsored by the 
USM ALUMNI ASSOCI-
ATION in conjunction 
with the Maine 
Track Club.
WHERE:
James Bailey 
Cross Country Course 
—Gorham Campus 
University of Southern 
Maine.
WHEN:
ALUMNI DAY 
—Saturday, May 10, 
1980. Runners should 
report for registration 
between 8:00AM 
and 9:30AM at Hill 
Gymnasium lobby. 
There is NO pre-
registration. NO regis-
trations after 9:30AM 
day of the race.
WE’RE
ON
THE
RIGHT
TRACK
COURSE.
5.1 mile cross-country.
AWARDS:
There will be age 
divisions. Open Com-
petition. Category 
Competition.
FEATURES:
Well supervised 
Course marked.
Maps available. Best 
spectator viewing 
in State. Times and 
places of all runners 
will be quickly and 
accurately posted. 
Changing, shower 
accomodations 
available in Hill 
Gymnasium. Bring 
soap and towel. FREE 
design race T-shirts 
for first (50) finishers. 
FEE:
$3.00 per person.
*
O
For further information call or write
USM Alumni Office, 96 Falmouth Street, 
Portland, Maine 04103.
Tel: 780-4110 or 780-5451.
NATURAL LITE 5MILE RUN 
YESTERDAY’S - THE HOUR GLASS 
Portland, Me. March 16, 80
1. Larry Greer 15 07
2. Tom Briggs 15 18
3. Deane Gelanis 15 59
4. Brian Flanders Jr 16 18
5. Sean Keough 16 18
6. Jim Babb 17 16
7. Jeff Smith 17 21
8. Harvey Rhode 17 24
9. Paul Conley 17 28
10. Gary Grady 17 46
11. Frank Brume 18 16
12. John O'Malley 18 17
13. Robert Story 18 26
14. C J Carlsson 18 34
15. Norman Lewis Jr. 18 36
16. Brian Flanders Sr. 18 38
17. Neil Usinger 18 55
18. Doug Moody 19 18
19. Les Neski 19 20
20. Paul Doughty 19 21
21. Peter Holloway 19 25
22. Doug Daggett 20 10
&3£ Roger Hills 20 11
24. Dennis Aucoin 20 50
25. Finn Kelly 20 58
26. Sean Kelly 21 10
27. A1 Buiter 21 10
28. Jean Connors 21 27
29. Jim Bellino 21 57
30. Norman Lewis Sr. 22 11
31. Ray Logan 22 14
32. Marty Norton 22 34
33. Ed Sullivan 22 39
34. Melinda Montejunas 22 50
35. Beth Brume 22 55
36. Nancy Whitcomb 22 58
37. Mike McGonagle 24 10
38. Bob Zinchuk 24 12
39. Sherry Flanders 24 14
40. Cheryl Whitney 24 16
41. Gail Hutchinson 25 24
42. Joyce Cook 26 08
43. Lloyd Cook 27 09
44. Kim LaFlamme 28 09
45. Bev Steeves 28 11
46. Cathy Genthner 29 08
47. Charlie Scribner 30 08
48. Sean McFaul 30 09
49. Dick McFaul 30 09
50. Pauline Gobeil 31 10
51. Mary Sullivan 31 40
52. Marc Rainsford 32 10
53. Steve Rainsford 32 10
54. Cathi Belanger 42 23
55. Ginny Doughty 42:24
ST. PATRICK'S DAY 10,000 METER 
Waterville, Me. March 16, 80
1. Bruce Bickford 29 01
2. Andy Palmer 29 12
3. Todd Hewes 32 17
4. Don Winant 32 21
5. Dan Paul 32 45
6. Peter Bottomley 33 07
7. 0 J Logue 33 34
8. Henry Chipman 34 28
9. Steve Dexter 34 51
10. Glen Rand 34 52
11. Lloyd Ferriss 35 27
12. Glen Joseph 35 30
13. Peter Lessard 35 34
14. Allen Pierce 35 35
15. John Mills 35 42
16. Steve Russell 35 55
17. Todd Burke 35 59
18. Steve Ridley 36 22
19. Larry Deans 36 29
20. Phil Stuart 37 13
21. John Condon 37 26
22. Mike Hanley 37 36
23. Paul Veilleux 37 37
24. Gene Roy 37 41
25. Dean Rasmussen 37 46
26. Warren Dean 37 49
27. Robert Snow 39 09
28. Glen Holyoke 39 11
29. Eric Ellis 39 13
30. Mark O'Flynn 39 39
31. Peter DeBruin 39 43
32. Larry LeVasseur 39 52
33. Jon Wescott 40 01
34. Brian Ewell 40 30
35. Vance Brown 40 33
36. Brent Elwell 40 45
37. David Ferris 40 52
38. Carolyn Curt 40 59
39. Mike Colerick 41 05
40. Doug Jordan 41 15
41. Eric Monrow 41 17
42. Todd Allen 41 19
43. Tony Whitman 41 21
44. Ron Parquette 41 25
45. Tom Swan 41 37
46. Albert Fortin 41 52
47. Carroll Caron 41 58
48. Dick Sabine 42 03
49. Bill Sylvester 42 09
50. Reggie Lesperence 42 23
51. Jim Kingsbury 42 24
52. Charles Nichols 42 47
53. Jim Brown 42:55
54. A1 Karter 43:16
55. Biff McGilpin 43:17
56. Paul Quattropani 43:18
57. Robert Day 43:21
58. Prank Lisnik 43:26
59. David Brooks 43:29
60. Bill Kerwin 43:34
61. Nathan Morris 43:49
62. Diane Pornier 43:57
63. Kevin Burns 44:15
64. Ed Atlee 44:28
65. Dick Spicer 44:43
66. Margret Johnson 44:45
67. Gary Gander 44:57
68. Andy Abrams 45:07
69. Gary O’Leary 45:35
70. Don Brewer 45:37
71. Ray Platt 45:43
72. Pete Daigle 45:50
73. Phsilla Kidder 45:58
74. Alan Michelson 46:14
75. Hyla Tracy 46:24
76. Katey Donovan 46:58
77. Richard Coleman 47:09
78. Patrick Goodwin 47:10
79. Nelson Beliste 47:19
80. Gerard Carey 47:23
81. Karen McCann 47:55
82. James Mitton 48:03
83. Don Abrams 48:17
84. Lorie Peters 48:58
85. Roxanne Tibbetts 49:20
86. Richard Goodmaster 49:33
87. Karin Judkins 49:44
88. Max Freeman 49:45
89. Joanne Detkus 49:53
90. Mary Day 50:04
91. Don Wescott 50:08
92. Richard Sabol 50:10
93. John Schwerdel 50:17
94. Bonnie Schultze 50:27
95. Lucien Lessard 50:28
96. Mike Jones 50:35
97. Chesley Neil 50:37
98. Rodney Ellis 50:38
99. Kermit Perry 50:41
100. Pat Luce 50:49
101. Barry Hopkins 50:52
102. Pam Black 50:59
103. Nancy Carr 51:04
104. Mary Shick 52:14
105. Kate Brady 52:22
106. Dan Casanant 52:30
107. Joe Ingalls 53:07
108. Genie Philpot 53:17
109. Pam Hennesey 53:23
110. Maureen Morin 53:30
111. Lisa Bois 53:40
112. Bob Boynton 53:45
113. Irine Morris 54:21
114. John Brunett 54:36
115. Tim Erlandson 54:39
116. Robert Johnson 54:56
117. Shawn Brewer 55:08
118. Dot Stockard 55:11
119. Robert Bryant 55:37
120. Mary Kincaid 56:24
121. Martha McGriffin 56:36
122. Linda Zaruba 56:38
123. Dave Eakin 57:09
SECOND ANNUAL BOSTON PRIMER 
April 5th 1980
DATE: Saturday April 5, 1980 Distance 1$ miles (wheeled)
Time 1:00pm Location Maranacook Community School , Headfield
Registration 11:00 -12:30 Maranocook Community School Fee 2:50
Awards— Male and Female- under 18, 19-29, 30y39, HO-h9,5Oy59, 60*(male only)
refreshments, showers, splits, water, Course is moderately hilly and should be
undertaken only by well conditioned runners. Course circles Maranocook lake. Starts 
and finishes at the school
RACE DIRECTOR MARTI THORNTON, 18 'Mayflower Rd. Hallowell Ob3h7 623-3682
IHHHHHHHHt
Alsor— The First Race of Undiscosed Distance
(not to exceedefive miles)
Start l:lo Runners can observe start and finish of the 15 miler.
FEE: #2.00 Awards Under 10, 11-12, 13-15,16-18, and as in the 15 miler
Purpose: To entice as many willing spirits into running as possibleilU
Sponsors: Maranacook Community School, First C onsumers Savings, Central Maine Striders
In consideration of this entry being accepted, I for myself, my heirs and assigns 
hereby waive and release any all rights and claims I may have against the sponsors 
of this race.
NAME_______________________________________ ____________  ADDRESS ________ __________________________________________________
AGE SEX CLUB OR SCHOOL
SIGNATURE
___________________________ R^ce l5mile
shorter .S(parent if under 18)
Dig those running shoes out of the 
closet for the Spring Naval 
Reserve Officer's Training Corps
5 KILOMETER (3.1 MILE) ROAD RACE 
Saturday 
12 April
Uj
KM
F F7
REGISTRATION:
NEW COURSE: 
HILLS.
09.30 AM 
CASTINE, ME 
8:45-9:15, 12 April
ROLLING, 5K LOOP, PAVED ROADS, NO KILLER 
START/FINISH AT MAINE MARITIME ACADEMY 
FACILITIES: RESTROOMS & SHOWERS
WsH 1 a\\V
ENTRY FEE: §1,00 (Checks payable to MMA NROTC Recreation Fund)
MAIL ENTRY TO: LT D.A, WHEELER, NROTC UNIT, MMA,
CASTINE, ME 04421
PHONE: 326-4311 EXT 237
\ I
OFFICIAL' ENTRY FORM - EAGLE RUN 5K
NAME: .
ADDRESS: AGE:
FEE: §1,00
SEX:
AWARD CATEGORY F.F :• 1"' 1 18 & under
(CHECK APPLICABLE):
□ Open
|__j 30 & over 
(22J MMA Student 
Q Team (Name)
xn consideration of your accepting thia entry, I, intending to be legally 
bound, hereby for myself, civ heirs, executors and administrators, waive 
and release any and all rights and claims or damages I may have against any 
sponsor, their representatives, successors, and assigns for ary and all 
injuries suffered by me at said race.
SIGNATURE______ _
PARENT’S SIGNATURE (RUNNERS UNDER 18)____ _
1980 GOLDSMITH'S 14 MILE SPRING CLASSIC
" ............................. ..... DAY MONTH YEAR
NAME __________________________________________________ _ AGE ____  DATE OP BIRTH___________________
ADDRESS TEL. NO.______________________________________
COMMEMORATIVE T-SHIRT YES' NO SIZE NEEDED _________________________________
COST $3«00 each Entry fee $2.00 Total Payment Enclosed $
RACE DATE: SUNDAY, APRIL 27, 11:00 AM, RACE STARTS AND BEGINS AT OLD TOWN HIGH 
SCHOOL. MILE MARKERS, WATER POINTS, FIRST AID & AMBULANCE BACK UP, RADIO NET, 
OPEN GYM FOR WARMUP AND SHELTER. EARLY APPLICATION ENCOURAGED BUT ENTRIES WILL 
BE ACCEPTED UP TO RACE TIME.
I HEREBY WAIVE ANY AND ALL CLAIMS FOR INJURY AGAINST THE SPONSORS, ORGANIZERS, 
WORKERS, TOWNS AND TOWN OFFICIALS AFFILIATED IN ANY WAY WITH THIS ROAD RACE. I 
ALSO DECLARE THAT I HAVE SUFFICIENTLY TRAINED AND AM PHYSICALLY FIT TO COMPETE IN 
A RACE OF THIS LENGTH AND THAT UPON REQUEST I WILL PROVIDE A MEDICAL CERTIFICATE 
ATTESTING TO MY CURRENT STATE OF HEALTH.
SIGNATURE OF ENTRANT _____________________
PARENT OR GUARDIAN'S SIGNATURE
FOR ENTRANTS UNDER 18 YEARS OLD __________________________________________________________________ _______
PouTf >Mr P 14 Mil? Spring
Classic
J -------
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Arthur Treacher’s
First Annual 3.1miles 
Road Race
AT THE BANGOR MALL
A 3.1 mile Road Race will he sponsored by Arthur Treachers Seafood Restaurant for 
the benefit of St. Johns School, Bangor. The race is open to anyone (any persons 
under 18 yrs. must have parental permission please)
"A GOOD FIRST RACE”
DATE: Sunday, May U, 1980
REGISTRATION: Opens 11:1+5 A.M. - 1:1+5 P.M. at the Start
STARTING TIME: 2 P.M.
ENTRY FEE: $2.00
COURSE: All Flat, Paved Course. 3.1 miles around the Bangor, Mall.
DIRECTIONS: 1-95 to Hogan Road. Left on Hogan to the Mall Access Road. Race 
starts at Arthur TreacherTs Seafood Restaurant.
TROPHIES FOR 1st PLACE WINNERS IN ALL DIVISIONS
2nd ANNUAL
10 KILOMETER ROAD RACE
Sponsored by Athletic Attic
* OFFICIAL ENTRY BLANK *
Please enter me in the Athletic Attic 10 Kilometer Road Race.
Place: Bangor Mall, Bangor, Maine
Date: May 10, 1980 Time: 8:30 a.m.
Name________________________________________________________________________________________
Add ress______________________________________________________________________________________
City_____________________ State__________ Z i p_________________________________________________
Phone--------------------------------------------Age ------------------Sex ___________________
Divisions (age): 12 & under_____________ 19 & under_________20-29____________
30-39 _____________40 & over____________
Running Club Affiliation: ______________________________________ T - Shirt Size-----------------------
ENTRY FEE: $2.50
In consideration of this entry being accepted I, for myself, my heirs, executors, administrators waive and release 
any and all rights and claims for personal damages I may have against officials and race sponsors. I attest and 
verify that I have full knowledge of the risks in this event and I am physically fit to participate in this event.
Signature _____________________________________________________________  Date__________________
*Parents signature is required if participant is under 18 yrs. of age.
RACE INFORMATION
Starting Time: 8:30 a.m.
Registration: 7:30 to 8:15 a.m. Bangor Mall, behind J.C. Penney, or by mail before May 6th.
All runners should report to the start early to avoid any delay in starting.
Course: Start behind J.C. Penney's, go out to Stillwater Ave. (paved street). Up and back course,
scenic and fairly flat. There will be one water stop, and timers at the half way mark. 
Refreshments will be served at the finish line.
Facilities: Restrooms only; located inside mall complex.
Awards
Ceremony: Will take place inside mall complex in front of the Athletic Attic. Refreshments will be
served.
Awards: Prizes will be awarded to the 1st, 2nd and 3rd place finishers in each category.
The first 200 to register will receive an official Athletic Attic Race T-Shirt.
MAIL ENTRY AND FEE:
ATHLETIC ATTIC • BANGOR MALL • 663 STILLWATER AVENUE • BANGOR, ME 04401 • 207/947-6880

REEBOK/CAMDEN 10,000 METERS
May 30, 31, and June 1, 1980
A very special weekend for Maine road-racing ... the REEBOK/CAMDEN 10,000 
METERS. Two days and two nights in Maine’s most beautiful coastal village. Arrive Friday evening, 
May 30 for a hearty fish chowder supper at the Camden Snow Bowl base lodge. On Saturday morn- • 
ing, attend running clinics and fun runs at the Y.M.C.A. Saturday afternoon, explore the quaint 
shops and busy waterfront of Maine’s largest schooner port. Saturday evening, there are many fine 
places for dining and entertainment. Sunday morning run the REEBOK/CAMDEN 10,000 
METERS with the finest field of runners in Maine road-racing.
Jeff Willis of Mercury Photo will be here to record your performance. Come and be a part of 
the finest road race in Maine ... the REEBOK/CAMDEN 10,000 METERS.
T-shirts, random drawing prizes, and unique awards for all winners.
FIELD LIMITED TO 800 
$4.00 ENTRY
Pre-registration recommended, checks payable to Reebok/Camden 10,000.
ENTRY FORM
In consideration of the acceptance of my entry, I for myself, my executors, administrators, and assignees, do 
hereby release and discharge Reebok Phidippides for all claims of damages, demands, actions whatsoever in 
any manner arising or growing out of my participating in said athletic event. I attest and verify that I have full 
knowledge of the risks involved in this event, and I am physically fit and sufficiently trained to participate in 
this event.
Bruce Booker 
16 Knowlton St. 
Camden, ME 04843 
Tel. 236-3692
(Parent’s signature if under 18 years of age) Shirt Size: S M L XL (circle one)
Signature**_______________________________________
RETURN ENTRY WITH REMITTANCE TO: Entry Fee: $4.00
Print Name ______________________________________
Address__________________________________________
Club or School Affiliation___________________________
Age______  Division Entering_______________________
-I
Please make reservations by April 30th.
Camden Whitehall Cedar Towne Camden
Harbour Inn Crest Motel Hills
Inn Motel State
Park
83 Bay View St. 52 High St. Rt. 1 68 Elm St.
236-4200 236-3391 236-4839 236-3377 236-3109
o
